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ONE OF THE MYSTERIES OF PARIS, AND HOW
IT WAS SOLVED.

=
CHAPTER X1V,

In 18— lived in his ancestral castle,
on the banks of the Rhone, the old
Marquis de Clameran, and his two
sous, Osston snd Louia They were
objecta of nis love In tne same meas-
vre as for his hate he viewed his
neighbor, the Countess de la Verberie. |
Stern, cold, und arrogant, she
would have besn the general detestn-

Sy MRS QABORIAU.

rounded by every luxury whics money
could give, and murmnar to herself:

“Whko knows if the abandoned one
has bread to eat?

Louis de Clnmeran waa given no
news of his brother by Valentine, and,
like all the rest, he believed that his
life was lost in the river. He wus
the more inclined to belisve, as he
had long chafed under the burden of
Now he was

tion ss she was this individusl oue, | P¢/0R the younger son.,
had it not been for her besutifui and | th® Beir. by the two rﬂ,“o'-l. e
. those who stood between him and en-
geotle daughter. Valentine .
The estates were sepdrated only hy | JO¥ment of the patrimony.
the river, here narror but awifily All the MERJUSS Precaiitians taken by
Sowing. It was no barrier for love. the marquis to _r_!mh- the law, and in-
Valentine maw Gaston. snd from | *ure beyond dispute “".. possession
that moment his image filled her of his entire fortune to his eldest son,
it turned against him.
But sc many obstacles separated By means of a frandulent deed of
them! 2 trust, drawn by his dishonest Inwyer,
Yet they met happily, until one fa- M. de Clameran had disposed of every-
tal ev r'n'.r.l-;. when she saw her lover | thing. so that, on the day of his death
swim the tide st the greatest risk, | every farthing he owned would be
and fall at her feet, almost exhaust. | *a4tons ;
od. Louis alone was benefited by this
“Is it vou,” she murmured, tryving | Precaution.  He came into possession
to HfL Bim up “Then Heaven has | Without even being ealled upan for
heard my prayers, and had pity.” the certificate of his brother's death.
“No™ wis hix gloomy ANNVWEs, He wes now Marquis of Clameran;
“Heaven hos not twen pitiful, for T am | e was free, and comparatively rich.
foreed to o Our Jove is the s He who had never had twenty-five
of the rustice. and to punish the in *rowns n hix pocket at once now
solent I have killed tw t  ihe | found himself the possesor of two
scoundrels,. But whnt does this exile | hundred thousand francs.
matter? You will accompany me, and This sudden, unexpected fortune so
abare my home in the wilds. completely turoed his head that he
| .A_-“.- not leave my mother, Ggs. | Telt fettered in the country, and hast-
ton." - ened, after dispoaing of nearly every-
“Hut if my father consents to onr | thing, to Paris. He plonged into the
1. sea of dissipation u | iny cnme
“She never will, for von are when he drageed hims out on the
and she is determines .I shall 3 shore, penniless, nned il ta lve qui-
a wealthy man he mav — .-ll_\l while meditating ny means to
dave in Tuxnry.™ regain wealth Foreed to quit his
“She =hall hnve 10.” said Gusto 1s Ountry Lir w cighteen  years
terly; "make ber walt three arn. Jabroad, living from hand 1o mouth for
nh-:v. I shall return rich. or vyou will | the most f the time, when at a gam
be free to wed for money Mena he hre the bank and
while keep for me these ~\.. Is of my ' ¢ milgrht see his home
mother's, whith 1 vow - where perhaps the evil e
woarn by my leloved alone™ ot lived nfter his de-
~he neoe it the pledre ric
watched her lover depturt 'n the twenty-five yoars ah-
gloom. went, 1 th i tennnts remembered
Three davs after M ¥ 1 s and warmly gave their welcome,
honnd for \ ) 1 wmt h 1§ the adventurer, the bully, the
hindd baMed  justi while she was in e acrcomplice of London swindiers,
LU Rlited In these marks of respect
Her mothe hwit sonon bheard the ! venermn bestowed upon bim
staory of her disgrace It w te & the representative of the house of
pered but hy tw ©i T Clnmoeran;: it seemod (o make hun onee
ing in this wicked woman heno feel p little self-respect, ue §f the
all believed that Gastor husdl future were not utterly hopeless
dArowned in the Mhone, o the fear One of t} farmers was cager to
this was wrue hod carried eath W ) bhay a plece of land wanleh be had rent-
his father's heanrt erl no loug that he almost felt it was
Valentine wishe jeath l}_.u ownk: Louls di ed aof it for
hnd tneluded Hoer this swacp, but [ re; ¥ money, and., already tired of
for one reason 1 reseryve her, even | rusticity, hurried agaln to the gay
mn pain et o | eit
be the mother of S id She Besides, he hand Jearned the seerct
had - ew of the shame
but ber mothes wred &t brother and the
l..-.,_- she s WO irl who was now the wife of
gencies SN Clyd her d Y ent of Parisian
to Engla vhere Lhe child wi Louis mreant to levy black-
nnd left with pers s Lired to adopt nn i her 10 increase his =tore
1L, wWithout, of course, ki wing what e ——
an aristocrat sctan they were fos CHAPTER XV,
tering. Time hnd Hledd the remorse and
The voung mother, bereft of her nixlety or Valentine. In the genial nt-
son, and of its father, returned home phere of a happy home she had
with her fher in passive vesizno- | found rest and almost forgetful-
tion. Bhe sorrows fur four vears ness. She had sutfered so much at be-
without recclving any intelligence of | ing compelled te deceive Andre that
either she hoped she was mow even with
Her mother remained o marble im- | fate
age to her, bur she was anlive to her She began to look forward to the
selfish interests She  wus  always | future, and her vouth seemed buried
looking about her for the means to |in an impenetrable mist, and was, a8
rise from her gentee! poverty, and st | it were, the memory of a painful
this period it presentod itself, dream.
They mnde the acquaintance of the Une rainy November day her hus-
young banker, Andre Fauvel. band had gone to Provence on bLu<-
The first time he met Valentine | ness. She was sitting, gazing into the
he was strock by her heanty, and af- bright fire. and thankfully meditat-
ter once looking into her large, mel- | ine upon her present happiness, when
ancholy eves, his admiration deep- | the servant brought her a letter,
ened into love —-a love =0 earnest and which had been left by & stranger,
pamssionnte that he felt that he could  Who refused to give his name.
mever be happy without her, "
Before being introduced to her hig| Without the faintest presentiment

beart had surrendered itself to har |
aharms. i

He wax wenlthy: a splendid career
Was open to him, and he swore that
WValentine should be his. 5

He confided all his matrimonial
gll-ln to an old friend of Mme. de la

erberie, who had mo sooner broached
them to the match-making mamms
than the allinnce was arranged.

DuriiLg the courtship the countess'
conduct was u ninsterpivce.

8he suddenly ceused 1o importune
her daughter, and with tearful resig-
mation said she would not attempt loi
influence her decision, that her happy
settlement in life wns the only mnx-
fety that weighed upon her mind.

But she went about the house sigrh-
ing and groaning as if she were upon
the eve of starving to death. She also
made arrangements to be tormented
by the bailiffs. Attachments and no-
tices to quit poured in at La Verberie,
which she would show to Valentine,
and, with tears in her eyes, say:

“God grant we may not be driven
from the home of our ancestors be-
fore your marriage, my darling!"

Knowing that her presence was suf-
ficient to freeze any coufession on her
daughter’s lips, she never left her
alone with Andre,

“Once married,” she thought, “they
can wsettle the muatter to suit them-
selves. I shall not then be disturbed
by it

riage Mme. Fauvel presented her hus-
band with a son. But neither this
child, nor & second son, born a year

make her forget the first

of evil she carelessly broke the seal,
akd in an instant was almost petrified
by the words which met her terrified
eye:

“Madame—Would it be relying too
much upon the memories of the past
to hope for half an hour of your
time?

“To-morrow, between two and
three, will do myself the honor of
calling upon you,

“THE MARQUIS OF CLAMERAN "

Ah! she had hoped and believed that
the fatal past was atoned for, and
buried in oblivion: and now it stood
before her, pitiless and threatening.

Poor woman! As if all human will
could prevent what was fated to be!

It was in this hour of wecurity,
when she imagined herself pardoned,
that the storm burst upon the fragile
edifice of her happiness and destroyed
her every hope.

The dreaded day came, and with it
the man. Hut to her amazement it
was not Gaston whom she saw, but
his brother, Louis! Her emotion was
too deep not to smerve his purpose,
and though she preserved enough
coolness not to place herself in his
power, by accepting his fiction of
Gaston dyiug in his brother's arms
Iater in Paris, and consigning to kim
the care of his son, she could not al-
together shake him off.

On the other hand, she dared not
confess to her husband, who would
never huve confldence in her again,
and she refused the of
Madeleine. The girl had divined that
in distress, and had pleaded

ve time for the poison
he cormmunicated with
her again, it was to ask her to call

Biinselr fn a swéet volee, which
her heart, as Raoul Valentine
son.” It was her castnway son!

This voice was so like Gaston’s that

she seemed once more to be listeniog
; to the lover of her almost forgotten
youth.

It seemed only yesterday that Gas-
ton had pressed ber to his faithful
heart; she saw him still, saying, gent-
Iy:
"‘ln three years, Valentine! Wait
for me!™

Andre, her two sons, Madeleine —
all were forgotten in this new-found
affection.

In her maternal love—her folly—she

did not s0 much ax glance at the
» proofs which this young man was
. abundantly provided with.
i  From that moment she was inex-
tricably entangled in the tolls by
Clameran and Raoul de Lagors, for
the ploiter passed him off ns  her
nephew that he might visit the bank-
er's wife with impunity.

No remorse for the past, no appre-
hensions for the future, disturbed the
satisfied present. To her the future
was to-morrow ;. eternity was the six-
teen hours which must elapse before
another interview,

She seemed to think that Gaston's
denth absolved the past and changed
the present.

Her sole regret was her marriage.
Free, with no family ties, she could
have consecrnted herself exclusively
to Raoul. How gladly would she have
sacrifices! her affluence to enjoy pover-
ty with him!

She felt no fear that her husband
and sons wonld suspeet the thoughts
which abmorbed ber mind; but she
dreaded her nivee,

at her strangely on heér return from
the Hotel du Louvre. She must sus-
pect momething, but did she suspect
the truth?

For severnl days she nsked embar-
rassing questions as to where her
aunt went, and with whom she had
been during these long absencea from
home,

Thisx disquietude and seeming curi-
osity changed the affection which

Mme. Fanvel had hitherto felt for her
adopted daughter into posaitive dis-
like.

She regretted having placed over

herself a vigilant spy from whom she
could nat esenpwe. She pondered what
etrating watchfulness of a girl who
wna accustomed to read In her face
every thought that erossed her mind.

With
palved the difficalty in & way which
she thought would please all parties.

=he her married, and
thus removed from her path and her

unspeakable

waonld have

hand, nndertaking to shelve I‘l‘rt('lm-‘"
to whon hnd been tacitly angaged,
ns 8 substantial in-

bunker's wife to
conment to transfer
to Haoul all the dower thal came with
the bride,

Thix time

and he promised,
ducement . tlae

1o this chanpe,

the creature in his talons
presumed to rebel.  He left her with
his plans were not working
ae before

on hnd cnase for fear. Mme.

fenr that
smoothiy

Clamer

Fauve determination was not
feigned. She was firm in her resolve
o ot b

"Yeu,”" she eried, with the enthusi-

«m of n noble resolution; “ves, 1 will
Andre evervthing!

=he be! -y A be alone,

but turned nraund suddenly at the

sound of footsteps, aml found heraelf

fate to fuve with Madeleine, who was

pale and swelled-=yved from weeping.

“You must obey this man,” she
quietly said.
el | ile Clameran, and

<hall alwuys regard bhim as the bascst

of men;

nevertheless, I will marry
him 1 will not suffer dishonor teo
fall upon this house, which is my

home, while 1 have power to prevent
it. Am 1 not indebted to you for
more than life? What would I now
be had you not taken pity on me?
A factory girl in my native village.
You warmly welcomed the poor or-

It Is not to your husbsnd that T owe
the fortune which excites the cupidi-
ty of this wicked Clameran? Are not
Abel and Lueien brothers to me? And
now, when the happiness of all who
have been loving and generous to me
is at stake, do you suppose I would
hesitate? No. ! will become the wife
of Clamerun.” -

Then begun a struggle of self-saeri-
fice wetween Mme, Fuuvel and her
nlece as to which should be the vie-
tim, only the more sublime, because
each offered her life to the other, not
from any sudden impulse, but delib-
erately nnd willingly.

But Madeleine carried the day, fired
as she was by that holy enthusiasm
of sacrifice which is the sustaining
element of mwartyrs.

“Have courage; we two can fight
the world and silence our enemies.
You shall be saved, sunt; only trust
in me."”

The Marquis of Clameran was agree-
(ably surprised that evening by receiv-
|Ing s letter from Muoie, Fauvel, saying
,that she consented to everything, but
- must have a little time to carry out
| the plan.

* A line from Madeleine, at the bot-
‘tom of the letter, assured him that
she fully concarred with her nunt.

Poor girl, she did not spare herself. }

The next day she took Prosper aside,
and foreed from him the fatal prom-
fse to shun her in the future, and to
[ take upon himself the responsibility
of breaking their ¢
l The marquis prudently absented
himself, awaitiog the propitious mo-
ment.

! At the end of three weeks he met
the banker at a friend's, and was in-
‘vited to dinner the next day.
table, and ns the desert was
served the banker suddenly t

She imagined that Madeleine looked .

menns she conld tanke 1o nvoid the pen-'

satisfaction atm‘

phan, and became a mother to her, !

Bat
silently staring at

But he
con to say, hurriedly:

“Oh, indeed. That is strange., A
Clameran mmsy exist, but I can not
understand the title of marquis.”

M. Fauvel was not sorry to have the
opportunity of annoying =® guest
whose aristocratic pretencions had
often pigued him.

“Marquis or not,” he replied, “the
Clameran in question seems to be able
to do henor to the title”

“Ia he rich?"

“I have reason to suppose that he is
very weulthy. 1 have been notified
to collect for this M. Gaston 400,000
franes™

But this time Louis betrayed no

emotion or salarm; he had had suffi-
cient time to recover his self-posses-
sion, and npothing could now throw
him off his guard.
“Gaston!™ he gueried. carelessly. “1
{know who he is now. He must be the
son of my father's sister, whose hus-
band lived nt Havana. [ suppose, up-
'on his return to France, he must have
taken his mother's name, which is
| more sonorous than his father’s, that
being, if 1 recollect aright, Moirot or
Boirot.™

The banker luid down his memoran-
dum book. and, resuming his  sest,
went on:

“Beoirot or Clameran,” said he, "I

hope to have the pleasure of inviting
You to dine with him before long. Of
; the 400,000 france which 1 was ordered

to colleet for him he only wishes %o
ftdraw 100, and tells me to keep the
rest on running account 1 judge

, from this that he intends coming to
Paris."

“1 shall be delighted to make his
Acquaintance.™
Clamerna broached another topie,

and seemed to have
the news told him the banker,

| At last the dinner cuded, and, as the
! guests passed into the drawing room,
Clameran and Raoul managed to re-

entirely forgotten

main last in the dining room.
| When they were alone they no long.
er attempted to conceal thelr anxie-

!t)‘.

| “It §» he!™ mald Hnonl,
I "1 have no doubt of it."
! “Then all is lost
make our esempe.”
| Put a bold adve
had po idea of giv
foreed to do so.

we had  better
irer likeClameran

i® up the ship till

“"Wko knows what muy happen?”’
bhe asked, thoug! “There In
{hope yet. Why did sot that muddlies
beaded banker te 1 where this
Clameran s to be found?

son’s ’ Here he uttered ovful execlama-
Clamernn espoused her idew, but gion. He saw M. Fuuvel's memoran-

wanted to lify it; It was him- gum book Iying on the table.

self that he proposed for the girl's’  “\Wateh!™ he sald 1o Raoul

Beizing the note ook, he hurriedly
turned over the !ouves, and, in an
underione, read:

“Gaston, Marquis of
Oloron, Lower Pyrences™

Twe hourn later Climeran was on

‘th" rond to Yesinet with
plainiang to him his plaus.

“It is my precious brother, and no
mistake,” he suid.

ininFm you s

| nephew.”

! “Merciful 1«
'f_-r expert to

|llf'1? liuble to
! morrow "

Clameran,
Raoul, ex-

“Dat that need not

eaxily, my lovely

wers! Don't the bank-
e him any dav? s he
pounce down on me to-

“Pon’t e an idiot!™ interruptea
| Clameran. “loes he know that
" Fauvel is Valentine's husband? That
fs whut we must find out. If he
knows th iittle fmet we must take
| to our Lheels; if he s ignorant of it
! noet desperate.”

uat

i Our case =
“How will you find out?"
"By simply asking him."
Raoul exclaimed at his ally's cun-
nihg:
"That Is & dungerous thing to do,”
he said.
“"Tis not ue dangerous as sitting
down with our hands folded. And, as
! to running away st the first suspicion
tof alarm it would be imbecility.”
“Who is going to look for him?
“I am."
“Oh,” exclaimed Raoul
andacity confounded him.
“But what am I going to do?" he
inquired, anfter 4 moment’s silence.
"You will obiige me by remaining
here and keeping quiet. 1 will send
¥ou a dispatch if there is danger, und
then you can s nump,“

Clameran's

As 1!!'.‘_\' s ted at Raoul's door
, Clameran said:
“Now remember, Stay here, and

during my alsence be very intimate
at your devoted mother's. Be the
most dutiful of sons. Abuse me nas
much a8 you please to her, and, above
all, don’t indulee in any folly; make
no demunds for money; keep your
eyes apen, Good-byr. To-morrow even-
ing I will be ut Oloron talking with
this new Clameran.™

CHAVTER XVL

After leaving Valentine de la Ver-
berfe, Gaston underwent great peril
and difficulty in effecting his escape.

Put for the experfenced and faith-
ful Menoul he never would have suc-
ceeded in embarking,

Having left his mother's jewels with
Valentine, his sole fortune consisted
of not quite a thousand francs, and
with this paltry sum in his pocket,
the murderer of two men, a fugitive
from justice, and with no prospect of
earning n livelihood, he took passage
for Valparaiso.

Before Gaston had been on board
the Tom Jones forty-eight hours he
saw thut chance had cnst him among
'8 colleetion of the most depraved

bandits and cut-throats.
| The vessel, which seemed to have re-
oruited at sll points of the compass,

ﬂnhlu-m.umkhok.

As a proof that the slave trade wus

But he was no longer the high-
minded, pure-hearted Gaston, who had
o devotedly loved and periled his lifs
for the little fairy of La Verberie.

Three years, after which he had
pledged himself to return, had passed:
perhaps Valentine was expecting him.
Before deciding on any definite pro-
ject he wrote to an intimate friend
at Beaucaire to learn what had hap-
pened during his long absence.

He also wrote to his father, asking
why he had never answered the many
letters which he had sent to him by
returning sailors, who would have
safely forwarded the replies.

At the end of a year he received an
answer from his friend. This letter
almost drove him mad.

It told him thut bis father was
dead: that his brother had left
France, Valentine was lately married,
nnd that he, Gaston, had been sen-
tenced to ten years' imprisontent for
murder,
in the
ountry. no family, no
disgraced by a public

he was alone
with no ¢
and
Eentence.

But Gaston wis not a man to
long cast down.

“Money is the cause of it all!" he
anid, with rage. “If the lnck of mon-
ey can bring such misery its posses-
sion must intense happiness.
Henceforth 1 will devote all my ener-
giex to getting monev.”™

He met to work with a greedy activ-
ity., which increased ecach day.

Finally, after long weary years of
toil and struggle, he was worth a mil-

Mencefarth
world,

home,

be

bestow

lion in gold, besides immense tracts
of land.

He had often said that he would
never leave Brazil, that he wanted to
end his days in Rio. He had forgot
ten that love for his native land never
dies in the heart of a
Now that he
die in France,

He made inquiries, and found that
the law of limitations would permir
him 10 return without bwing disturbed
by the authorities. He left his prop-
erty in charge of an agent, and em
barked for France, taking a large
portion of his fortune with him.

Twenty-threeyears nnd four months
had elapsed since he fled from homs.

An fron mill for sale near
Olorou, on the borders of the Gara;

Frenchman.,

wis rich, he wished to

was

Ae bought It with the inteation of
utilizing the immense guantity of
wood, which, for want of means of

transportation,
the mountains.,
He waa soon
his new home,
active Hfe,
One evening,

wns being wasted in
settled comfortably in
and enjoying s busy,

as he was ruminating
over the past, the brought
him ¢ card, and said the gentleman
Waoa wariting to see him.

He read the name on
Louls de Clamveran.

Like one in n dream, he tottered to-
ward the door, gasping,
erad, broken voice:

“My brother! oh, my brother!™

Hurriedly pnssing by the frightened
servant, he

In the
l.(l“lh

Unston threw his arms around his
neck and held bhim in a close embrace
for some minutes, and then drew him,
into the room.

Seated close him, with his
two hands tightly clasped in those of
Louis, Gaston gnsed at his brother as
a fond mother could gaze nt her son
Just returned from the battlefield.

“Are you married, Louis?"

“*No.”

“Then we will have to do the best
we can, and keep honse for ourselves,
We will live tozether like two old
bachelors, as we are, and be as han
py as kings: we will lead a gay 1ife
and enjoy everything that can be en-
joyed. 1 feel years younger al-
ready. “The =icht of your face re
news my yvouth, and I feel as active
and strong xs 1 did the night 1 swam
across the swollen Hhone™

“I think you look the younger.”

“Would you have recognized me?™”

“Instantly. Yaou are very little
changed.”

And Louis was right. He himself
had an old, worn-out, used-up ap-
pearance, while Gaston, in spite of his
gray hair and wenther-beaten fuce,
was a robust man, in the full matuari-
ty of his prime.

“We must thank Providence for this
happy meeting.” he replied. “Three
days ago n friend of mind returned
from the baths, and mentioned that
he had heard that a Marquis of Clam-
eran was near there, and in the Pyre-
nees. You ean imagine my surprise.
I instantly supposed that some im-
postor had assumed our name. 1 took
the next train, and finally found wmy
way here.”

servant
card:

the

fn n smoth-

ran down stalis,

poassage stood & man; it

Dexide

=0

*Then you did not expect to see
rl

“My dear brother, how could I hope |
for that? I thought that you were
drowned 23 years ngo.”

know all that had happened during
his nbsence,

| “What about Clameran?" he ab-
raptly asked.

Louis hesitated a momenr,
he tell the truth, or not?

“I have sold Clameran,” he finally
said.

“The chateau, too?”

u““‘.ﬂ

“You acted s you thonght best.”
said Gaston, sadly. “but it seema to
me that if I had been in your place |
should have kept the old homestead.
Dur ancestors lived there for maay
generations, and our father lics
buried there.™

Seeing that Lonis'
clouded he went on:

“Ah. 1 see what annoys you, my
dear Louis: you are rich, and think
that I am poor, and too proud to ac-
cept anything from you. Is it not
yo?"

Lemis started at this guestion. How
could he reply so as not to commit
himself 2"

“l am not rich,” he finally said.
“The salary of an office which I hold
in Pariz is all that I have to support
me."”

“Yet you wanted to pay me back
half of the family inheritance! Louis
that is unkind; rou are not ncting as
a brother should.”

Louis hung his head. Gaston was
unconsciously telling the truth.

“1 should be s burden to youn, Gas-
ton."

“A burden! Why, Louis, you must
me mad! [d | vot tell you I am very
rich? Do you suppose that vou have
seen all 1 possess? This house and the
iron-works de not constitute n
fourth of my fortune. Do you think
that T would have risked my twenty
years' savings in an experiment of
this sort? The forge may be a failure,
and then what would become of me
if I bnd nothing else?

“I have invested money which
¥yields me an income of ecighty thou-
saml franes. DHesides, my grants in
Brazil have been sold, and my agent
hns already deposited four hundred
thousand franc to my credit as part
payment.*

Louis trembled with pleasure. He
was, at laszt, to know the extent of
the danger hanging over him. Gups-
ton had finally broached the subject

which had caused him wmso much
anxiety, and he determined that it
should now be explained before their
conversation ended.

“Who Is your sgent? he aaked,
with nssumed indifference.

“My old partuer at Rio. He deposit-
ed the money at my Parls banker's."

“Is this banker n friend of yours?"

“No: I never heard of him untll
my banker at Pau recommended him
to me as an honest, rellable man; he
ia imunensely wealthy, and stands at
the head of the financlers in Paris.
His name is Fauvel, and he Hves on
the Rue de Provence™

Although prepared for hearing al-
most anything, and determined to be-
tray no sgitation, Louis turned dead-
Iy pale,

“Do you know this banker?” asked
Gnaston.

“Only by reputation.™

“Then we ean make his acquaint.
ance together; for 1 intend accom-
panying you to I'aris, when you re-
turn there to settle up your afMaies
before establishing yourself here to
superintend the forge.”

At this unexpected announcement
of a step which would prove his utter
ruia, Louis was stupefied. In answers
to his brother's questioning look he
gasped out:

*You ure golng to Parls?™

“Certainly T am. Why should I not
go."”

“There l& uno reason why™

“ I hate Paris, uithoungh 1 have
never been there. Hut 1 am called
there by interest, by saered duties,™
he hesitatingly suid. “The truth is, [
understand thut Mile., de la Verberie
lives in Paris, and 1 wish to see her."”

.1"":I.

Gaston was vilent and thoughtul
for some moments, and then said,
nervonsly:

“1 will tell you, Louis, why I wish
to see her, 1 left cur family jewels
in her charge, and 1 wish to recover
them."

“Do you intend, after a lapse of
twenty-three years, to claim these
Jeweln?™

“Yes—or rather no. [ only make
the jewels an excuse for seeing her.
I must see her beeanse—because—she
ix the only woman | ever reallyloved!"

“Rut how will you find her?”

“Oh! that is easy enough. Anyone
ean tell me the name of her hus-
band, then I will go to see her. Per-
haps the shortest way to find out
would be to write to Beaueaire. T will
do =0 to-morrow.”

Louis trembled like a man who had
just made n  parrow  escape from
denth. He well knew that he would
have to fly the country if Gaston
lenrned the truth. It was DOCESERTY
to preveat it ever reaching him this
side of the grave,

A few days after Guston was sud-
denly taken {ll

CHAPTER XVIL

He had & sort of vertigo, and was
80 dizzy that he was foreed to

| down, !
“l know what s the matter,” L=
“I have often been

face remained

sald,

E

“Drowned! Mile. de la Verberie cer-

daybreak found him still tossing rest-
tessly from pillow to pillow.
When Dr. C—— early in the

istered anm overdose of morphine.
Manuel sald ihat he had put the
blister on his master, and the doe-
tor's directions had bLeen accurately
followed.

The doctor after having examined
Gaston, and found his breathing
heavy and irregular. prescribed a
heavy dose of mulphate of guinine:
he then retired, saying he would re-
turn the next day.

As soon as the doctor had gone Gas-
ton sent for a friend of his, o lawyer,
to come to him as soon as possible.

“For Heaven's sake, what do you
want with a lawyer?” Inquired Louis.

“l want hiz advice, brother. It is
nseless to try and deceive ourselves:
I know I am extremely ill. Only tim-
id fools are superstitious about mak-
ing their wills; if | defer it any long-
er [ may be suddenly taken without
having arrnoged my affairs, T would
rather have the lawyer at once, and
then my mind would be at rest.™

Gaston did not think he was about
to die: but, knowing the uncertainty
of life, determined to be prepared for
the worst: e had too often imperiled
his life, and been face to face with
death, to feel any fear now.

He had made hi= will while i1l at
Bordenux, but now that he had found
Lonis he wished to make him his part-
ner and possessor of half his for-
tune should he survive,

The strangest sensations now filled
Lounin’ breast.

He was in a state of delirious ex-

citement often felt by persons sud-
denly raised from poverty to afflu-
ence.

Whether Gaston lived or died, Louia
was the lawful possessor of aun in-
come of twenty-five thousand fraucs,
without counting the eventual prof-
ita of the iron works.

At no time in his life had he hoped
for or dreamed of such wealth. His
wildest wishes were surpassed. What
more could he want?

Alas! he wanted the power of en-
Joying these riches; they had come
o0 late,

This fortune, fallen from the skies,
should have filled his heart with joy;
whereas it only made him melancholy
and angry.

This unlooked-for happiness seemed
to have been sent by cruel fate ns n
punishment for his past sins. What
could be more terrible than seelng
this haven of rest open to him, and
to be prevented from enjoving it be-
oause of his own vile plottings?

Although his conscience told him
that he deserved this misery he
blamed Gaston entirely for his pres
ent torture. Yes, he held Gaston re
sponsible for the horrible situation in
which he found Rimself,

Hia letters to Raoul for several
dnys expressed all the fluctuations of
his mind, and revealed glimpses of
coming evil,

Gaston would never be tarned from
his search for hia first love, ns he
proved by calling for her in the most
beseeching tones when he was suffer
lug the worst paroxysms of pain.

He grew no better. In spite of the
most careful nursing his symptoms
changed, but showed no improvement.

Each sttack wans more violent than
the preceding.

At midnight Gaston's sufferings re-
turned with renewed violence, and a
fatal termination seemed inevitable.
Gaston’s pain left him in a measure,
but he was growing weaker every
moment. His mind wandered, and his
feet were ax cold as tee. On the four-
teenth day of his illness, after lying
in a stupor for several hours, he re-
vived sufficiently to make Lounis prom-
ise to carry on the iron works, em-
braced him for the last time, and
sunk back on his pillow in a dying
stale.

As the bell tolled for noon he qulet-
:y breathed his last, murmuring, soft-
¥:

“In three years, Vaulentine; wait for
m."

Now. Louis was in reality Marquis
of Clameran, and besides was a mil-
lionaire.

Two weeks later, having made ar-
rangements  with the engineer in
charge of the iron works to sttend to
everything during his absente, he
to;:‘k his seat in the train for Paris.

¢ had sent the following tel
to Raoul the night pﬂ-viol;‘l': -y
“I will xee ¥You to-morrow.”

CHAPTER XVITL
During the month of Louis' ah-
senoe Mme. Fauvel was in & state of
comparative happiness.,
Never had this mother and wife—
this pure, innocent woman, in spite of

ber first and only fault—enjoyed sueh
She felt as one under




